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full of repetitions, and one has several times grasped his meaning while
he still keeps on talking. But, such as it is, this book is a sign of the
times. Play is no longer permitted, even were it that of the intelligence.
Why does Nizan not quote Kenan's remark that I quoted some time
ago: "One cannot think freely unless one is convinced that what one
is writing will be of no consequence." (I am quoting from memory and
perhaps inexactly.} Now Nizan tries to prove to us that any philosophy
"is of consequence"; at the risk of being but an empty play of the mind.
I denounced that deficiency of philosophy in my Immoraliste, and
certain chapters of Nizan's book could have as an epigraph the sen-
tences I attributed to M6nalque: "Do you know what makes dead let-
ters of poetry today and especially of philosophy? They have become
separated from life. . . . Today . . . wisdom functions elsewhere."
Tolstoy s withdrawal as an artist can be explained also by the de-
cline of his creative faculties. If he had still borne in him some new
Anna Karenina, one can believe that he would have been less con-
cerned with the Doukhobors and would not have spoken ill of art. But
he felt his literary career to be finished; his thought was no longer
swollen with poetic impulse. Already Resurrection marked a notable
decline. Who could regret that he did not give us other works of
decadence?
If social questions occupy my thought today, this is partly because
the creative demon is withdrawing from it. Such questions do not take
over the field until the other has already surrendered it Why try to
overrate oneself? and refuse to recognize in me (what appears clear
to me in Tolstoy): an undeniable diminution? . . -
Did poetic force decrease in me with my Christian sentiments, as
Em. tells me this morning? I do not believe so; but rather with my per-
plexity. Each of my books up to now has been the exploitation of an
uncertainty.
It may be in fact that art and the finest products of thought are
flowers that can be achieved only under a forcing-frame (or, in Greece,
thanks to slavery) and with considerable manure. To break the forcing-
frame would amount to destroying them. Yet it might be that a Soviet
state could achieve them without involving the enskvement of a class
and its exclusion from the enjoyment of these benefits. This is what I
strive to believe and to hope, being no more able to accept the irrep-
arable loss of that flowering that sometimes seems to me the raison
d'&tre of humanity (is this "finalism" again?) than the crushing out of
a part of suffering humanity, even were this to achieve that flowering.
To tell the truth, I do not fully understand Nizan. Spinoza was a